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the blizzard, I wondered now if this man sitting by the stove
was me. How could it be, if five minutes ago I had been dead?
And if this was me, it was only half of me, for I still saw in the
mind's eye that other me, wandering vainly in the storm. In
this confiision, this soft cotton-wool nightmare, I remained for
a little time, and then I came suddenly alive.
'Gibson!' I shouted. 'Let's get drunk. Let's get a couple of
Eskimo women.' But there were no Eskimo women (Gibson
would not have indulged himself in any case), and as for getting
drunk, our three bottles of rum were much too precious to use
in any but the greatest emergency. At half past midnight we
lay each in his bed, reading by lamplight. We had never before
retired so early.
Paddy was not the man to go out of doors. He had been too
long in the Arctic to find fascination in unnecessary trial and
struggle. Nothing could tarnish the glow of tranquillity that
lay over the surface of his existence. He had dug himself out
a hole, and in it he lived. Everything in the Post was set,
once and for always. Eggs, potatoes, potatoes, eggs: he never
changed his routine, and his stomach knew no other fare.
Scrupulously and meticulously, his life was ordered. All his
worries — whatever they might have been — had been wrapped
up in a bundle, carefully tied and sealed, and shoved out of
sight. He was the perfect Post Manager, stripped for action.
When six o'clock came he would stir in his armchair.
*I guess we might as well have some supper,' he would say as
if the thought had never before occurred to him. He would peel
his potatoes, boil three times as many as we could eat, and thus
be free of this chore for two more evenings. His life was so
efficiently organized that it went like an automaton and he
never had any reason to think. He had one fear, however, and
nothing could be more natural: he was constantly afraid lest I
upset his routine. Let me make but the slightest suggestion, let
me display the slightest evidence of moodiness, and he would
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